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Summary: They fell together just as the light of heavan 
shone. One will survive through an Ancient spell. PG13 for 
Safety only. 


*Chapter 1*: Falling 


Too many of my ideas wre flowing for em to write straight so 
| wrote this in the middle of the night. Hope you like it. My 
muses are still fighting so no pushing either. 


Falling 


The last stroke fell on as the two bodies came tumbling 
down the tower. One to the brink of death, the other, far 
from it. The man flesh was covered with marks and burns 
while the woman's was protected by the very form she'd 
taken. The man named Saturos as he barely recalled. All he 
knew was the fall and the light. A vague part of him 
remembered the name of the woman who fell at the same 
time. Menardi, he thought. An even vaguer part of jim knew 
a way to save her evn though it would man certain death. 
He took it. The natural dragon-like flesh of his skin could 
become an impenetrable armor but one of the two 
ingriedients needed for this Psynergy was life. Proxian life 
which he easily supplied. Thinking the words he could barely 
remember, he started the process. The dragonic skin 
becomes an empty shell, alive and void of life. Hardening of 
the one blessed with ultimate love. This | give unto you, 
Menardi. May you live more years than | ever could. More 
like a ritual than any thing he bent over an sucked in his last 
breath. Aburst of light came from below and swallowed the 
now single body slipping back to life. Even through the 
Dragon Armor the power was geting through. All that 
remained after it had passed through was some burning 
flesh and a woman gently floating down to a hidden room 
made for the godess to come. 


Menardi awakened from her nightmare still floating near a 
beautiul landscape meant only for those of those of the royal 
blood or those protected by the ultimate love. A love that 
one would feel as many times the pain just to let the other 
live for a day for every thwice timed pains. 


If one dug to the deepest part of the land where the fire is 
born, one might still hear the sounds of a slow mournful walk 
of pain just for another to live. Deeper still you would find 
the ancient widow who told stories of long ago times where 
magic ran free. A widow with dragon skin. 


Just remember R&R if can. Just remember to press that little 
button. PRESS IT!!!!! Please. 


